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By the third "Ardent" session, we were beginning to enjoy ourselves. As had become 
routine, I laid down an instrumental track and did some lead guitar work over it. The basic 
track included me making heavy usage of octaves — more in the manner of Jurd Hendrix and 
BiUy Corgan than Wes Montgomery, George Benson, and the other jazz guitarists who used 
them I also used a signature Clapton Uck from "Badge" by Cream. The song had a key- 
change and a turnaround at the end I was pleased with. Over a bowl and in an up mood. 
Matt and I decided I should at least try to do something with the track lyrically. He played it 
over the studio speakers a few times, and I started scribbling. I was giddy — the weed we 
were smoking was speedy stuff. As I happened to be listening to a lot of Syd Barrett, I had 
his songs on the brain, so I started, "Lime and Umpid/ trails of Eden/ cause I'm Adam/ and 
I'm feeHn. . . " I reeled off a series of absurdist couplets in this manner; Matt played the 
backing track over the studio speakers one more time, and I gpt the rhythm and the cadence 
I knew would work It was a Lou Reed rhythm, rather than a Barrett one. I left that night 
with a rou^ mix of the song, which we called "BuUett." 

Now, aU inhibitions had been shed, and we were into the album proper. We had a run of 
very productive sessions. Some of our experiments didn't work; "Jvistiner" was a two-part 
track, with a tempo and key change, and we just couldn't puU it off. "Sweet Sweet Rock and 
RoU" was a song I had around then, so steeped in "Loaded" era Velvets that it never 
developed its own identity and the psycho-trance ambient instrumental "Ololo" ("Lolo" 
was my nickname for Loren Hunt) opened up a gulf between Matt and I — he loved it, I 
thougJ:it it was weak Usually, we would more or less agree about the strength of respective 
tracks. "Streetlakes" actually took a handful of sessions. To get the "layered" effect we 
wanted, we had to keep adding and subtracting. For the slide guitar track, we tried every 
amp/pedal combination available. I don't quite remember what combo we settled on. I do 
remember doing the "keeper" take. Matt was sitting at his computer console. I was standing 
in the doorway of the studio space, from which a winding wooden staircase descended 
(murderous for carrying gear up and down). I had finally found the passkey to give 
"Streetlakes" its gJ:iostly frisson — some bits of under, some bits of overplaying. After I laid 
down the slide guitar track. Matt laughed. He accused me of self-indulgent wankery but it 
worked. For one of the "Streetlakes" sessions, I spent nine hours overseeing Matt mix. For 
every hour I spent lying around, smoking bowls and reading Lester Bangs, a frantic twenty 
minutes would ensue during \Aitich I'd find Matt about to buiy something in the mix I Hked, 
or even to accidentally destroy a whole track. 

This actually happened once — I had to redo the "Streetlakes" bass track. For some reason, 
the bass tracks on "Ardent" were aU done standing up; probably because I had to 
concentrate more. The last session for "Streetlakes" was the one in which I did the spoken 
word section at the end. I'd written it beforehand at 2V* and Race. I knew some of the 
references (Coleridge and Baudelaire) might be considered pretentious, but there was a point 
to howl used them, and it wasn't a contrived point, so I excused myself. Matt had pviUed a 
bunch of production tricks with the track, and I thought the result was higjaly interesting. So 
much so, in fact, that I did get frustrated, knowing the album would take a long time to 
reach a wide audience (if at aU). I was already working on the song "Ardent," and had 
decided to call the album "Ardent" too. It was a self-conscious tip o' the hat to Big Star, who 
had recorded at Ardent Studios for Ardent Records in the 70s. I also knew that, as had been 
the case for Big Star, no matter how good the music was, it would take a long time to be 
heard. Matt and Radio Eris were stiU gi^jng, in PhiEy and elsewhere; I wasn't. I refused to 



do the troubadour, guy-and-a-guitar routine I had done; and, as ever, I had horrible Ivick 
finding other musicians to play with. Not to mention, the PhiUy press corps were as useless 
as ever. They loved to invert things — \Aiiat was great was terrible, what was terrible was 
great, etc. So I made my peace, as we were making the record, with the idea of gradual and 
incremental progress. Matt and I would put the record out, in a low-key, limited edition way. 
After "Streetlakes," there was no doubt in my mind that a v\iiole record was there to be 
made. It would nag both of us forever if we didn't make it. 

AH the same, after about seven finished tracks (half the album), Matt's energy began to wane. 
The sessions were taxing for him — I was demanding, and imposed a higj:i standard (to the 
limited extent that I coidd, given our limited resources). Right as spring '04 broke. Matt and I 
had a big row over some trifle I've forgotten. We took a few weeks off, and then I was able 
to get him to commit to the project aggin over the long haul. The spring weather turned out 
to be lucky for us — more often than not, we'd take our chances with the school across the 
street and do daytime sessions with the windows thrown open. That's how we recorded the 
title track, also my elegy for Elliott Smith, and "Brown Eyes Kke His," a holdover from my 
State College }ears. Gaetan Spurgin came around a few times to visit, and he and Matt, doing 
the same kind of production/sound-guy work at the time, commiserated. A good number of 
PhiUy scenesters had heard at least some of the "Ardent" rougJ:i mixes by this time — not 
only Loren Hunt but Stephanie Smith, Mary and Abby, and I even gpt the surly crew at the 
Last Drop to play them once. As we moved towards the summer and Matt was doing the 
final mixes, there was little else I could do to promote the thing. Matt put together the cover 
himself — a racy girl-on-girl picture he found online, and Photoshop. I began my creative 
writing MF A at New England College, and the PhOly Free School beggn to take shape in 
Center City when I met Mike Land. Our intro to the Highwire Gallery was througJ:i Matt. 

Mike, Nick, and Jeremy aU got copies of the album; so did Gaetan. I remember thinking, at 
the time, that "Ardent" was progressing Kke poems (Donne's) disseminated in manuscript 
form around royal courts in Europe in earlier centuries. The whole modem paradigm of 
svKcess (especially in America) is massive popularity instantly but that reaction is only 
accessible to a few. It's also usually ephemeral. I was pleased with the "court" around me; 
they were aU discriminating, educated artists. A few copies I know of found their way to L.A 
and New York; even New Orleans. I was vmable to find out if they did anything there. I also 
placed some of the tracks on the PhiUy website "Hinge." And they agreed to carry it at AKA. 
Records in Olde City. If I learned something from the process of making "Ardent," it was 
this: if you call yourself an artist, you have to do what you want to do because you want to 
do it, and not for any other reason. You make music because you Kke to and you're good at 
it, and it's worth doing for those reasons. God knows, some gorgeous works of art have 
been created on commission; but patrons aU those centuries ago had taste. In our modem 
age, there are a thousand ways to be a sham: to do it for the glamour, the money, the sex, the 
prestige, the idea of personal power over others. "Ardent" wasn't by any means perfect, but 
it was real, and the blood, sweat, and tears behind it were real too. I even got Matt Stevenson 
to stick with it straight through to the end. Matt's stiU around today, after so many from the 
old Center City scene have disappeared into the mist of the Recession. I can't think of that 
dilapidated strip of duplexes on Webster Street in South PhiUy without laugj:iing. I'm sure 
there was at least one night we almost gpt killed (the front door lock only worked 
intermittently). And that's probably for the best, too. 
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